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The One In Red Leggings 


Author's Notes: 
Just a quick little something to get the creative juices flowing again. | hope. I'm so tired of this dry spell. :( 


It was after eleven in the morning when Jerry arrived back at the Music Bank after a long evening with a 
friend. A special friend. It was his third time seeing her this week. It wasn't serious to him but the sex was 
good. 


He was looking forward to getting some sleep before their big show at the Central tonight. Valentine's Day. He 
scoffed and dodged her question about it. "Valentine's Day is for old people and greeting card companies, baby." 


Jerry froze when he noticed a red envelope in the wooden cubby on the wall that had his and Layne's room 
number on it. He looked around and then took the envelope down. It had his name on it in large, round cursive 
writing. Rather than open it right there, afraid of someone reading this girl's sappiness over his shoulder or 


something, Jerry took the card back to his room. Thank God, Layne wasn't there. 


He dropped the card on his mattress on the floor before he took off his leather jacket and beanie. Jerry sat 


down beside it, regarding it coolly as he started to unlace his boots. He swung his legs up and settled back 
against the wall, propping up his thin, worn-out pillow. Maybe it wasn't from this girl Maybe it was from one 
of the other, less-clingy ones. Yeah, one of the groupies maybe. They hadn't gone far yet, but yeah, Alice In 


Chains managed to garner a couple hangers-on. 


Sliding his thumb under the flap, he tore open the envelope and took out a greeting card with something in it. 
On the cover of the card was a fat, orange cat down on one knee, wearing a black bow tie and holding a red 
heart-shaped box full of sardines. A feminine-looking black and white cat with a red bow between her ears was 


clutching her paws to her chest. 


Jerry grinned and opened the card. A single Magnum condom fell out. On the inside of the card, it read, "I love 


you more than catnip.” And in the same large, round cursive, was written: 


"Jerry, 
Meet me tonight affer your show. HI be wearing red leggings." 


He picked up the condom and turned it over in his fingers. Sappy-ass card but at least she had her priorities 
straight. 


The stage at the Central afforded Jerry a pretty good view of the packed tavern. He could see clear to the 
front door and every person in between. So far, he counted three chicks wearing red leggings. One wore them 
under a black leather miniskirt, one girl wore them under an oversized Mother Love Bone t-shirt that was 
strategically cut to show off some side boob. And the third was the girl he'd been sleeping with. She wore her 
red leggings under a big, puffy white skirt. She also had on white feather wings and a big fake diamond and 
ruby heart tiara. Jerry sighed inwardly. 


At the end of their set, he took his time packing up his gear. So much so that Mark Arm decided to help him 
so that Mudhoney could start their set. 


Okay, he did say the sex was good but now with the card and her little costume, Jerry suddenly realized the 
sex wasn't that good. Not good enough to put up with cards and costumes. He ducked out the back door and 
was about to hop in his van when he saw something out of the corner of his eye. 

More red leggings. 

Stone was leaning up against the wall next to Cornell, smoking from a pipe. He wore red leggings under a pair of 
white boxer shorts with red hearts on them. He had a black leather jacket on top and his hair was pulled back 


in a ponytail under a black baseball cap. He glanced in Jerry's direction and smiled. 


Jerry looked at the door, hoping his Valentine wouldn't come out, looking for him. He waved Stone over. "Hey, 


Stoney.” 


"Hey, good show." 


"Thanks. Uh," He looked down at the leggings. Then Jerry laughed and shook his head. Imagine if it was Stone 
who sent him the Valentine. "Happy Valentine's Day." 


"Then you got it?" 
"Got what?" 


"The card. | mean | know it was pretty lame, but ..and if you don't want to, that's okay, too. | just thought I'd, 


you know, um, let you know." 


Jerry watched him stammer and fidget and he couldn't have been happier that it was Stone who gave him the 
card. He laughed and grabbed the other boy by the back of the neck and gave him a kiss. "Get in. Let's get out 


of here." 


